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Rain expressed from the blue green arc of night 

Is masked within the parchment bridges of lit water 
Where the rusted nails of the ashen tree 

Exfoliate in burning and white calcium sand dunes. 


Petals of the bride and of the groom 

Flushing in maelstroms down the blackened drain 
Bring forth the morphine of peace and hope, 
Bright coma of near death and shadow bars. 


Lustrous and luminous night, you come to me 
And bring the hourglass of deep intoxication, 
Grains of the wide stigmata narrowed shut 


With tunneling reciprocating vines; 
Hair of green grass is burnt by extravagant wind 
And snow in the epaulets of fir trees glows 

like frozen light. 


In autumn the sky is opened with bright clouds of smoke 
Rising from the burning apples boughs, 

The copper threads of crab apple arteries 

Fill with the water of uncounted streams. 


Aureolas of sunset tint the bruises of the earth; 
The hidden clotted blood condenses, stills, 
And yet the hibernating milk-white sun 
Gathers its sulfur yoke in frost-paned shells. 


Renewal gathers seeds into its bag, 
Soaks them in wine and vinegar and breaks 
The bleeding side of frost-webbed ground. 


Spiders of the hidden and essential light 
Knit up their curtains of the soon-to-be 
In knotted tendrils of green lakes and hills. 


The fire freezes the sticks to powder white 
And dusts them with pale flour of dream ash 
Where tangled roads of charcoal meet the sun 
That’s drawn into the glowing pulp of light. 


The freezing waves of heat come from her hair 
Perfumed with hourglass vials, cigarette burnt holes; 
Glorious profusion as she breaks apart 

Into the avid fingers of my hands. 


Rain soaks through the eyelids of the soil 
And closes every eye in the ravening still earth; 
Voices of the trees have ceased to speak, 


The leaves break into fragments of bright sun, 
And yet the black tree bark is stripped 
From the bare ground, opening up the searing frigid heart. 


Streams flush the color of the horse’s eyes, 
Blood breaks apart within the cherry’s stem, 
White skin is petals that are flaked away 

In clear and cold rain in the house of night. 


The opulent center of the falling sun 

Turns all the tree banks gold, old burnished coins 
Are now the stuff of landscape, and the hills 

Are tarnished with a copper aura. 


Within the salamander tree the fire still burns; 
It freezes bright in winter in the burning cold 
And sweats its leaves out in the summer sun, 


Its mirror image buried in the earth 
Among the never-to-be-seen-again, 
Lucent in the poisonous and weighted dark. 


Green lava of the cornfields in the early light, 
When the sun is knitting the dark ground a veil 
Of luminous stained glass, each stone shines clear 
And every hand of clover is raised up. 


Wheat tolls its brushes sweeping the dark off, 

The morning sounds are active with bright dew 

And dogs begin to chase their stretched out shadows, 
Their shadow-legs like insect mandibles. 


The grass is greener now than green can be 
Although it still shines copper in a cube of light 
That sets its bled cranberry across hills. 


Chimneys are still like paper bags in color; 
A few windows spark, flare; time of the earth, 
Ciborium of renewal and of burnt green blood. 


Woven branches are the worms that glow at night 
In the dark blue green of supernatural snow; 

A fire in the canticle of forests where the insects 
Gather and disperse and lost ones live again. 


In the eye of the bobcat are yellow amber 

Clocks made of sand dunes starving the hourglass; 
A traveler left his two shoes, full of blood -- 

The gully near the river; the wash of white stones. 


Three pine cones in my leg; and if I were 
Another I could hardly walk; but nothing 
Can kill me now, for I am dead already. 


An actor in the mouth of the bright stage 
Is full of a dark demeanor; and as he speaks 
He hears the bight applause of pouring sand. 


There are bridges upside down in the bright sun 

That floats like golden mantle through our severed heads. 
These wobble and shiver, cut off by the bright rail; 

The cirrus clouds are frozen in the mercury blue. 


Then we disappear only to pop up again, 
Brown fogged-up mirror depth with cords 
Of lichen-colored yardage in gunmetal gray. 
Your hat is a bright red. I don’t have one. 


Traffic moves along its strip of tin; 
Pedestrians are hunched in cold 
The way that trees contract upon themselves, 


The way that a corpse is frozen in its box. 
We walk the bridge back into town. And then 
Get drunk, pouring golden beer down both our throats. 


The night is a collection of green eyes 

With dark and frozen lashes like black ink. 

Trees are stiffened fires rising through the ground 
Into the crystal of the zero air; 


Invisible birds, unseen, motionless, silent 

Crowd the branches of the maple tree, 

Disembodied souls. The moon gives them its breast. 
They take it or they don’t. Their wings fill up all space. 


The hydra of the muddy ground grasps every step; 
There is no other way, the wind-filled woods 
Are like two claws that rip you as you go. 


The jaws are closing tightly now; the dream 
Must soon be over. Then, as though made out of stone, 
You'll rise through the misty surface of the lake. 


Dust mote galaxies beneath the empty bed 
That searches like a burnt ash bush up through 
The catacombs of devastated space; 

Dead children rise up from the lake. 


The ashen fire is reaching through 

The midnight trees, making a beacon for the serial killer, 
He who delivers all he loves from evil, 

From illness and the tight grip of the grave. 


Her sheath was tighter than a closed pinecone; 
The breath was squeezed out from my lungs 
As though I were a rag and she the wringer. 


The cattle maculate with rain and mud 
Must drown in quicksand ponds; their skulls 
Drift up through the sand and water membrane. 


Salt water, your tears glimmering in lashes, 
And in the glossy magazine the flash bulb 
Whiteness of the naked girls; the razor cut 
Of gathering desire across both eyes: 


She is all gold and moves like pipe smoke 
In aroom of stillest air; her arms are green 
Tendrils and her legs are like saplings; 

She is the gold green light beyond the hill. 


Her bright form burning through the air, your sweat 
Still comes; you’re like a tree caught in a cold sun shower; 
Indigo of midnight burned you brown, 


You touched the remnant of your open wound. 
Bleeding is part of life; the rain comes down, 
And hail is the size of peppercorns. 


There is a sun-slash hidden in her eyes. 

She looks at you with lightning; 

The rain comes down in rivers and the banks 
Will overflow and run with silken mud. 


Clear water of green rain, the air peaches, 

And dark brown ale is served with misted grapes; 
The beach of salt leavings inundates 

The tongue; hands grasp the quick dissolving foam. 


Green weed to wrap around the sunlit throat, 
And she is standing in the waves, a part 
Of them; go to her now; be drowned in her, 


The burning salt will scour the earth from you, 
The blood yolk sun engender you again 
Even as she knots your wreath of weeds so tight. 


The apple of the peach, the plum of fig, 

The barley of the wheat and beans of corn, 
The sight of hearing and the smell of touch, 
The dryness of all sweat, the bath of light -- 


The four leaves of the three-leaved clover, 
Here the tree of grass and here the water soil, 
Heat with no fire and the fevered cold, 

The bread of water and the drunk down loaf. 


The winter of the year is springtime too; 
It burgeons in the heart as gold rain falls -- 
Green torrents of the mud black spring, 


The wheat of time burns timeless 
As it grows into the heart of every heart, 
And the wide sunflower turns round toward the light. 


She holds the gold of sun in her dark form 

Like the golden grains of corn within its sheath, 
And her inward sheath is dark to bring forth 
The molten lightning of the disrobed night. 


Ply after threaded ply her hair corn silk 
And honey spun to luminous threads, 

The clinging dampness so delicate to touch 
Divulging secret upon secret to the core. 


And yet there is no core; the yellow grains 
Like sand on the bright beach are blown away 
Into the surf of time, the far blue emptiness 


Where the setting and flamboyant sun turns 
Luminous waves red, then amber white, 
Until they look like stones in dim flat fields. 


Her hair was black as black as any ink. 
For seven year I wandered in its dark 
And undertow, the nibbling jaws around; 
I was a fish amid the fastest stream. 


And yet her skin was apple blossom 

Fairer than any other’s could be fair, 

I the decipherer of its blank page, 

Though nothing really had been written there, 


Or rather much had been, but not in words. 
In the solitude of night my voice called out 
For all the intercession that I dared 


To call upon, or else for all the luck. 
A night of anguish was my wide midnight 
Where I, bewildered, watched, listened, thought. 


The sunset burns a hole inside the far tree line 
And draws the edge of earth around itself, 
Dark urine of snow tint, then an orange gold, 
And then the snow is blood-soaked bandages. 


Crimson striations twist out from the edge 
Of the blood sun, blackened trees shrink 
Beneath the opening of empty space; 
The field, soot colored, is a cloth set out. 


Within the overarching vault of night, 
High and broken in small points of stars, 
The sky goes on in echo after echo, 


The Marianas trench of empty space 
Opening beyond the realm of earth, 
Into an absolute beyond of earth. 


Purple of sky with long sand-colored clouds, 

The hills a gold green ochre, long and without 
Any road; the hedges and the trees black 
Mold-like shapes; the wind is silent, the air is still. 


Two deer come out from tangled underbrush. 

Dun colored; olive eyes; dropping green olive turds, 
Looking, sniffing with damp nostrils, curious 
About the empty world, with nothing but the night, 


The wind, a storm that’s picking up. The grass is black. 
A few faint stars are scattered in the sky. 
My steps are spongy as I walk along, 


The grass is damp and has a chilly smell. 
Now the last sun is a red brown rusty smear. 
Soon it will be completely dark and night. 


Yellow carnations in the room; outside 
The green field hums with golden sun; 
The light is sheets of tinted glass, solid, 
Gold light with white hay in the distance. 


White mane of sun heat tangling ochre trees 

Where tarred, dusty cicadas saw the light 

In splinters, the sharp sparks falling between leaves 
That melt into each other in the wind. 


Sun round and huge and lemon white 
Shooting its shards of radiance in spikes 
And steel splinters, hypodermic spurts, 


Exclamation points of light italicize 
The day, the white blue sky, the windless air, 
The insect-eaten pelt of the hot field. 


Hot day and the yellow curtain drifts inside, 
No screen, just open air and the flies come in; 
Hot, hot day and the yellow curtain flows 
And wavers in the light occasional breeze. 


The gardeners are watering their plots, 

No rain for quite a while; the earth is baked; 
The earth is like a loaf that’s crust is burnt, 
Hard, brown and blackened, dust-crumbling. 


So hot the yellow curtain burns in light. 
A blue fly circles the slow ceiling fan, 
The sheet on the bed is damp with sweat. 


She’s gotten up to take a shower; 
A low trickle from the shower head, 
And still the yellow curtain waves and drifts. 


Foam wavered grass and a body is laid out, 
Her legs are valleys where no roads can go, 
The trees in the cleft of hills are her pubic hair 
The hay in the far field her blond corn silk. 


Her breasts are the two small hills nearby, 

The sky light blue with heat her light blue eyes; 
Sun is her passion and her steady pulse, 

The waves of the hills her belly, her faint ribs. 


Woman of hill and sun and grass and trees, 
Woman of more than woman, invisible 
Yet real, real and more than real, everywhere 


And everything, the first and the last fruit, 
The earth itself, the earth itself laid bare 
Beneath our wondering and avid gaze. 


Black trees are chestnuts burnt in the sunset’s grate, 
Black ashes of the sky are white with stars, 

The thickly clustered night so full of seeds, 

Full of white figures on the blackened page. 


The fields are searing in the growing dark, 
Nocturnal fires of the night increase, 
Reach out across the disappearing hills 
And, deepening, sink down into the grass. 


The soil changes in the fire’s cold, 
The dew is like an acid, burning, sharp, 
Ravening away the landscape’s face -- 


Rock hill of nose stump, gully of eye sockets, 
Furrows of a rib cage, the crease of a lost grin, 
Sand banks the remnant teeth in a jaw. 


I lie in bed against the cold, the room is dark, 
The early morning light a pail of dishwater, 
Black coffee in a cup beside the bed 

Reflects the dim lamp with a point of gold. 


Blue snow has climbed the corners of the window, 
Wind tremors the thin pane; wind thunder 

In sudden starts that carries dusty films 

Of snow across the road. White graphite clouds. 


With morning opens all with shadows 
And with cold and dark; I cut the bedside lamp: 
It’s night again. Almost no day at all; 


One cannot believe the morning. The world 
Can’t bring itself to promise light at all, 
Can’t bring itself to promise anything. 


The lemon of the rustling moon is burnt 
To spindrift copper in the sea of night; 
The Bosc pear belly of the spider climbs 
The crotches of the riven, waiting trees. 


The words are ciphered in the arteries 

Of sun and silted water and the fevered stars 
Burning pink in the oak-leaved center 

Of the blue, the portent-obfuscated heights. 


Darkness fills with the blooming spores of dark, 
The seven stars of bright redemption 
Flood through the portals of the foundered banks; 


Wave upon wave of night fills up the night 
Until the galaxies of whirlpools shine 
Their crystals through the black ice of the pane. 


Sun-sifted wheat divides in bright wind streaks 
Where morning’s breaking wafer crumbles fine 
In stars of pointed light and tear-streaked eyes; 
Sea surf of green corn, its foam of amber hair, 


Masses its phalanxes of shadow men, 

Its beadwork eyes of fine lace-dusty moths 
The tint of pencil shavings, its aphid clouds, 
Its dark rosaries of the thin mantis. 


Save me or do not save me! I am born 
Out of the breaking shell of night, obscure 
Amid the cracking surfaces of dawn, 


Seeking the green weeds of the silent room 
Deep in the brothy pond’s brown chrysalis 
Of flickering translucent arms and legs. 


The burning garden fills the smoky night 
With rags of incense lit from sticks of grass, 
Dark crystals of the tree line flood the pulse 
Of breaking-open fragrance and night dew. 


Rip off the coverings of earth, tarp after tarp, 
Rake the black weed from the balding head, 

See how the white rock glows like moonrise 
In the turning and opened testament of night. 


Rake off the teguments of earthly love; 
Deep in the burning glass of time and stars, 
You dwindle to a single moth-sipped hole. 


And yet the last syringe to gradient the hour 
Will bring sun spotted riverbeds of pain 
And waited for, the green and rushing flood. 


The moth-hung trees with roots like peacock’s eyes 
Fold their sulfur apples in black chips of straw; 
The shreds of leaves drenched in star-netted boughs 
Open their million mouths rivaling all tongues. 


The books that crowd the trunk with burnt pages 
Turn in the rumors of the night’s chill dew; 
Now everywhere the step of the shut page, 

Now everywhere the coin and counted breath. 


The night is laden with its freight of stars 
That chase the eye beyond the edge of thought, 
The earth falls through the rivers of the trees, 


The tossing wreathes of kelp we float among 
Sink through the hourglass of forest hives, 
The crumbling gold detritus of wet leaves. 


Hide all my veins beneath the marble floor, 
Break them in time then tread on them again. 
I am the reliquary left to rust 

Amid the chancel of the gold’s landscape. 


Break all my bones inside the lion’s jaws, 
Fear me at time of moon-dark or of plague. 
I am the angel fallen from his script 

And littered under just deserted pews. 


Dilaudid gradient of psalm or tea 
Gives me my future past inside the green 
And kiwi orifice of the cat’s one eye, 


Their where I flee far deep into the rails 
That meet in the infinite distance 
Of the synapse-dark and racing nebulae. 


Pathways of devious and endless script 
Mark out the ramifying gravid dark, 
Portent-encrusted shadows burn like sticks 
Inside the campfire of the fallen sun. 


Open the earth denuded of its rind. 

Say can the shining radiant book be found 
Lost in the dark mandala of intestine 
Trails and limitless delimited pathways? 


Burning without a fire, we are left 
With wet and gelid papers, hanging husks 
Of the great, resplendent, sun-like crown 


That followed its golden and chaste sponsor 
Like an eye that follows light, and all of light: 
Flower of sunlight following the sun. 


Nettles and brown grass. The color of wet sacks, 

And rain-limp wads of timothy, knotted 

To a cowlick of soaked wind-tousled hair, 

Where matchstick bones of mice in owl cough clumps 


Lie underneath wren bone of skull, and teeth 
As small as grains of rice; mud-clouded rain 
That soaks some meager tails to strips of twine, 
Bare raveled like a long lost sleeve or nerve. 


And here a nest of urine-colored butts, 
Two horse-fly-glitter blue bottles of beer, 
Empty, and maybe a floury condom or two. 


Two pieces of gray wood, rain-eaten, light 
As driftwood, fragments of a long-gone fence, 
The hills themselves departing like the mist. 


Woman in bed like new apples in a bushel, 
The morning throws down sheaves of wheat 
As bright as silver coins beneath the golden 
And lit basin of the room’s tea-honey air. 


And roses blooming through the apples’ skin 
Freckled with amber sugar grains flake petals 
Wet as silk button buds, and warm, and cool, 
To the moth-like delicate alighting touch. 


Trapezoid of grain dust and the cotton 
Of lit air display the once-to-be-captured, 
The incarnate, mocking and elusive All. 


Glories of trees and auguries of leaves 
In self-destroying autumn bring no hope, -- 
Except to the soldier drowned in poppy white. 


The hourglass drains into the lizard’s throat 

Where a green silk scarf is spread across the moon 
And dark blood vessels the color of snow clouds 

Make long their maculae like the sawn wood’s nipples. 


The grains of light that seed the fireplace, 
Like a night city, as you flow darkly in, 

Deepen to constellations round her form, 
Attending it through all its prone eclipse. 


New blood is poured into the amber pond 
By hunters who have come from the frost hills -- 
Menstrual sunset; earliest pained night, 


And in the water’s fig-shaped tiny rooms, 
Translucent green, like the pulp of a white grape, 
The antic figures of a new code writhe. 


Silk stockings left in the moon are filled with legs 
Severed from the sapling’s ice-glassed boughs; 
The thread-peeled trunk is silver, fabric-rough, 
And dropping icy nails like Christ’s tears, 


Christ who was fed the vinegar of sun 

All through His darkening martyrdom 

And given the white moon’s boulder for his sleep, 
Rabbit hole of resurrection for His pains, 


And weeping breasts before and afterward, 
Sleeps in the wine kept in the manikin’s side; 
She reaches arm stubs to the ice-faced moon, 


Yet bloodstained cloths are roses in the night 
Swelling like nipples through the blond wood grain 
From which she has been blindly carpentered. 


The boat that separates the water’s weeds 
Into the darkly parted decorative page 

Opened, and opened more, its marginalia 
Flowering in eddies of illuminated words, 


Renders its depths of prophecy, bright or dark, 
Felt in each deepening extending stroke, 

Ply after ply beneath the guttered light 

Where yet the hull itself will never sink, 


Even though we put up oars, letting them 
Creak and drip and letting ourselves, too, drift 
Among the darkened ledgers of the stars 


Where bright quick veins of wobbling scattered light 
Bring us a promise of bright mystery, 
Mysterious and unexpected good. 


The perfume rising from your burning hair 
Confused with sun silt clouds down near the hills 
Fills all your clothes with transient allurements 
And all your voluble speech with paradox. 


It lights your eyes with talismans of green 
Until no cat will dare to cross your path; 

You separate all shadows into selves 

Then float them in two lunar-breasted streams, 


One brought down from the cracked walls of the moon 
And one arisen from its baths of ink. 
In the end what tones, what colors will be yours? 


Dance with me in my arms or do not dance! 
Wrapping yourself in cardboard-colored light 
As we stand here waiting at the bright truck stop. 


The clock face of the sun inside the wave 
Wobbles its lion’s mane without a face, 

Its face with open jaws that flow away 

Into pulled tear-like flames, current discards. 


Bright oil of the river will not burn 

Except for ribbon helixes of light 

Endlessly unspooling from a scattered source, 
Just as the salmon in their armor veils, 


Light twining light within the depths of light 
Threading the milk-dipped fathoms of the sea, 
Bring fire into wakes, spill phosphorescence, 


The oil slick of galaxies that drift, 
Swirling, popping -- twinkling, luminous, 
Without substance, with no aim of it. 


The queen Anne’s lace of yellow pond mantel 
Breaks up its doilies on the row boat’s oar; 

A sun water seam initials a grained sheaf of wheat 
Plunged like a broom to sweep the underworld. 


Black cavern trees with green stalagmites 
Covering their interrupted mouths where 

Two small sunlit torsos, deep elsewhere, 

Took their two turns, one throwing, one catching; 


Splayed crotches in a shallow ginger cut, 
Sunlit and still, lure us to look more close, 
But ribbon weeds have bandaged both the oars; 


The pond is like a petrie dish grown huge; 
Entire climates wait for us below, 
Generations we can have no concept of. 


The burned-out road is filled with ash and ice 
That makes the sunset purple rags burnt up in oil 
At its lowest point where the betel nut of sun 
Has been chewed over and its juice spit out. 


Lips of the iron world are stained with it; 

Tell me what I am and I will show you both my hands; 
You both come here from very far away; 

My hands have also. Unexpected parallel. 


The lines that mark the surface of the earth 
Flow through my outstretched palms and also yours: 
Gold eggs and red bananas, spiked with dirt, 


Cover for a time the lines marked in our hands. 
But not for long: the clouds of soot-black smoke 
Flow on like printer’s ink across the sky. 


The gold fish in their circular stone pond 

Float their long shadows through the spires of gold 
In which they sleep like paintings made of gilt 

Or glass, resplendent live enigmas in the light, 


Their bodies throwing shadows on dark men 
Who slide beneath them and then slip away 
Onto stone pathways mossed with a dark green, 
Yet in the pool the burgeoning of light 


Makes crackling serpentine script everywhere, 
Splitting the copper bottom of the pool 
With arteries and veins torn from the sun, 


Bleeding its enigma: a partly visible 
And yet absolutely blinding light 
Knowing no gold or spires, no shadows, fish, or pond. 


Green eyes and towers in the fig’s split side 
Drop a black ink that wraps the poppy’s neck, 
And snow that fell past midnight epaulets 
The shoulder granite of the pitted sill. 


Watch all the children there behind the pane: 
Blue transparent faces haloed in plastic bags; 
They’re looking for the white small dove of ice, 
Crystalline work of flight that keeps aground. 


Blue worms beneath the flower’s plot 
Push onward with their peristaltic task 
The labor of earth, to lie to crawl to breathe, 


But then fatigue cannot quite start itself. 
The wounds born in the head and heart, 
And unexamined eye, implore the poppy’s throat. 


Blue poppies wreath the silver snow crust moon 
Above the line of coffee-shadowed woods. 
Wind hydras search from in, around and out, 
And then sink back into their leaf-gold caves. 


Crab apple orchards drift through stinging dark. 
Apples of sweet-ice fall from them; the wind 

Brings up a flock of leaves; fox print chains of snow 
Are locking up the cavernous fir trees. 


Huge crows are flying all around the night 
Like littered paper burnt to a charred black; 
They fall on branching trees that look like cement 


Arteriograms. The wind can’t shake them free 
Of their ice stiffening. And yet the hoped-for 
Poppies of the moon flow through the sky’s wind gutters. 


The burlap face of burnt fields in summer sun 
Stares back with empty roads, shining white tin, 
Into the sweat crawling traveler’s emptied heart; 
I have no place to go except downward, 


Or else I walk into the watery blue 

Where my past life comes flowing toward me 
Like a dust flood, tops spun by whips of wind, 
Toys of the past that blind the eye, break up 


In hand to parched-off dirt, crumbled news 
Blown to the empty burning light of drought. 
Dead attics of the past drop rotted boards 


On the deserted stage, the silent road 
Where blood-dark shadows seethe amid dry wheat, 
Planted long ago, forgotten long ago. 


Hardening of the roads’ arteries forces 

Blue distance down the traveler’s throat; he chokes 
On his own blood that floods the empty stream 
Down near the hanging tree, close by the pond; 


The roads of the earth are knotted round my heart 
And squeeze it to a diamond in my chest, 

It can no longer beat but glitters 

With flickerings of beauty, broken shards of light. 


Down in the ground, soon I will be there, 
Forgotten by the living world above: 
Solace my heart with dreams and with white drugs; 


These are my only good, my only food, 
Bright marrow of eternity sucked from my bones 
Into the bright dust sparkling at my feet. 


Give me the time back that I wasted now! 

Pour it all down my throat like gold urine. 
Time’s money after all, and I have run clean out; 
You businessmen in tailored suits, drink up. 


Gold golden hair, medusa of the sun, 

I searched your pubic wires loop by loop, 
The circuits fusing in my ardent grasp 
Until the blood of heaven stained my wrist. 


Read me or do not read me, boys and girls. 
Open the libraries on Saturday, but late, 
So that the luminous peach-colored moons 


Can float amid the branches of the trees, 
Imitating hanged men of the long-gone times, 
The leaves protruding tongues, the bark abraded skin. 


In autumn the apples fall into sun streams 
Freezing with the trout spots of sunlight, 
The pebble bottoms shining brown beneath 
The golden leaves that slowly sink to them. 


Green moss is yellow along rocks; the deer, 
With heavier coats, come out into the clearing’s 
Burning light, nibbling the just-bare branches 
Of the thicket bush; snakes move slower 


Toward sun-warmed rocks; cumuli rise high 
And bright in early-slanted, deeper radiance; 
Fence posts shine sparkling in the morning sun. 


Walking the setting world, walk step by step. 
Drink water from the clearest wells; brick walls 
Grow warm toward noon then slowly cool toward night. 


Spider-legged blinds prison stripe your breasts. 
The light dust on your silk-and-perfume skin 
Shows a faint aura all around your soft, round, 
Heavy breasts; your nipples are rouge brown, 


Soft, yet slightly tough as well, between my lips, 
And now you breathe so differently when I take 
Them in my mouth, and suck -- not hard, not hard 
To hurt -- but hard enough: your chest expands; 


Your breath comes quicker then, and slow, 
But deeper too, as though you want to take 
Yourself in hand, to feel yourself somehow, 


Perhaps to feel me, too, somewhere inside. 
But really, just right now, you have forgotten me, 
Or nearly so, and yet because you love me. 


Death comes to take me by the hand, I feel 
It come; I feel it nearer to me now 

And know -- it cannot be avoided, since 

It seems to be the time. I could be wrong, 


But it is hard to know. Everyone dies. 

One often thought that one was not afraid, 
And then one day you realize you are. 

But now, right now, I don’t know what I feel. 


The world is different than I thought before. 
For it’s really not a question of my life, 
Like anyone's a quite limited thing; 


But rather it’s a question of the world. 
What has become of it? And what can come? 
This troubles me, in body and in mind. 


Berries fill the green bush full of panther eyes. 
Rhubarb-colored canes with crown-of-thorn prickers 
Hide in ragged tongue leaves; and I see the backs 
Of frogs in floating shapes like sunspots in the dark; 


My eyes wide open -- paisley of green and gold, 
Yellow birds chat in cloud flocks overhead; 
Crows stand on the clotheslines listening: 

The clouds are filled with rain; stones sparkle. 


Our babysitter’s friend is rubbing herself 
Between her legs, having a silent orgasm; 
I sense that this is happening but don’t understand. 


It has something to do with picking so many 
And so ripe and such sweet blackberries; I do 
Know this. In later years, I would remember it. 


Damp grass blading from the earth on fire 
Unfolds green titles and a woven script 

Crossed and recrossed upon the tablet stones 
That weigh up dream and daylight in the mouth. 


Black onyx charts of dream and lucid palms 
Sifting the sun of moments’ khaki shade 
Divide the bedroom of the advent heart, 
Holding their discourse on the lizard’s tongue. 


Golden bars of smeared translucent light 
Painted on the morning’s eggshell wall 
Give back the heart’s illusions suddenly, 


And unexpectedly a life of sorts 
Returns into the shadows fingered by your hand. 
You take, once more, this balanced fragile thing. 


The sea’s blue iron through the fish’s eye 
Explodes the overweening wren of flight 
Unfolding upward through volcanic caves 
And lava estuaries circling drowned skies, 


There where the iridescent wake of flame 
Was stilled in mirrors of the spring’s pavilion 
Lucid as morning’s gaze into a cup 

And gathering the untold presences. 


The razor blade of light shaves down each tree 
Into an undulating face of leaves 
Lacking expression, yet expressing all. 


The eye is gathered to its cone of thought 
And burgeons open with each spray of wind 
Flashing on the new beach of the light. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 


students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 


it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


All right, but can you say whether they are modern or 
classical? 


Classical. My favorite is Mung Hao-Ren, actually. 


There are many other things to talk about, but perhaps 
that's a good note to end on for now. 

But what were you trying to do in these poems in 
particular? 


I don’t know how to answer that. I would just say that I 
think the reader will notice echoes of Dylan Thomas, Hart 
Crane, Keats, Shakespeare, and others. The book seems to 
occupy an intersection between Surrealism and 


Romanticism, a conjunction that many modern poets have 
worked, but in recent years perhaps few, at least in English. 


Well at least you've given us a little clue. 


Yes, a little one. 
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